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VII. A PRE-T'ANG POEM

Wild Geese

By Shen Yo (A.D. 441-513)
Where bright waters flood the spring shore
A journeying flock swerves on bended wing;
They sip the wavelets, tug the yielding weeds,
Their folded wingp flaked with icy dew.
A flock they sail, pushing the quiet stream,
Or singly each his own gleam pursues.
Now almost earthward they trail a dipping flight;
Now upward quavering tumbled legions rise.
Each rushing wing skims the rippled lake;
At one swoop they are gone to their native land.